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God Give You Courage
the time that the enemy, whether

@ On June 9 the University of
Dayton will graduate your class of
four hundred and fifty seniors into
a world filled with chaos and confusion. The skies are dark and a

within the country in the form of
spies and traitors, or without, must
be opposed.
In this fight you must never abandon hope. This is not the first time
that the world has been in a frightful

storm that is world-wide is blowing

with a power of destruction that we
cannot measure right now. This
storm will blow upon your young
lives and may scatter for some time
any hopes of choosing a career.
The civilized world is in the throes
of a conflict with a vicious enemy

and the conflict may be long and
bloody. Right now no one knows
the outcome. But in the end the
powers of the Kremlin do not have
to succeed and it is our duty to forbid this success. No one may re-

frain from helping in some way to

win the conflict, least of all you
graduates who may have to enter it

as soldiers. You

graduates

of the

University of Dayton are particularly
well-equipped for this struggle because you understand the Marxian

philosophy in its fullest dimensions
and in its widest implication. This

battle of ideas one ideology opposes

another. The battle against materialism will not be won by guns and
tanks and bombs. It must be won by

ideas more revolutionary than the
tenets of materialism. The clash
must be between materialism and

the powers of the spirit of man aided
by the power of God.

The

enemy

that

of Soviet Russia in union with this

metaphysical materialism and _ this
enemy cannot be overcome by such
a weak thing as the American way

of life, a combination of practical

materialism and sentimental
idealism. This moral idealism
not have the strength of a real
ion, not even the toughness

pseudo-religion

sponsibility upon you.
The future of the world is hanging, suspended between two opposing ideologies, between the strength

ease, entertainment

nations,

the

United

States

and Russia. The war is not particularly one of deciding frontiers or determining commercial or cultural influence. It is not a war over frontiers or between peoples or between
continents;

it is a conflict between

forces that know no bounds for
each force wants a range of influence

that knows no bounds.
The fight is between the powers
of materialism and the powers of the

spirit. This materialism

has

been

made into a philosophy that its advocates offer as a complete explanation of life and as a sign post for

the actions of man in history. Because it has been raised to the dignity of a religion, to the status of an
idea, that is the reason for its strong

the

world today is the military strength

understanding places an added re-

of two

threatens

like

moral
does
relig.
of a

Communism,

with which many want to match it.
Practical materialism is interested in
and

money;

in

science and machinery that guages
goodness and truth by the purely
pragmatic, the practical, the useful.
Now in this war between metaphysical materialism of the Russians
and the practical materialism of

the American way of life the scales

seem certainly balanced in favor of

the Russians.
We

must battle an idea with an

idea, but we cannot battle an idea
with no idea at all, and this Ameri-

can practical realism does not even
have the position of an idea; it is
without dignity and it will fail. We
may debate about our method of
winning the struggle but there is no
debate about the nature of the
struggle itself, between materialism

and Christianity.
Now the duty of all you graduates

state though this period may well be
the

most

critical

in history.

The

Church survived after three centuries
of struggle with the Roman Empire.
You graduates have reason to
hope because the truth will prevail.

God is truth and God must prevail.

God

allows error and evil to exist

in the world but this evil, this error

cannot prevent the final triumph of
truth. Unlike the graduates of irre-

ligious schools who know little about
religion and morality and who are
steeped in a philosophy that denies

the supernatural, considers man as
an irrational animal, regards truth as
relative and morals as a bundle of
superstitions, you young men and

women are armed with a faith in the
Providence of God that gives the lie

to the pagan belief that man’s course
down through history is guided by
fatalism. Because of your confidence
in the Divine assistance you believe

that man can achieve in this world a
tule of justice, not perfect but genuine and real; that man’s

effort to-

ward realizing his dignity will not
be doomed to frustration; that those

deeply-rooted aspirations of man for
freedom are not just illusions; and
that man’s long struggle for freedom

will be crowned with success.
With your faith in the existence
of God and the dignity of man you
will set out to exert your sphere of
influence among your fellow men.
The denial of these truths has

brought ruin to much

of Europe,

has debauched Russia and _ has
brought our country to this present
fearful peril. Oh, how much do we
need people today that are on the

side of truth! Yours is a great responsibility because your training at U.D.
has given you the proper weapons to

revolutionary power. Ideas and re-

blessed with an education founded

use in the struggle between mater-

ligious beliefs, even a pseudo-relig-

on the eternal principles of justice
and righteousness is to fight for the

ialism and

ious belief, exert

tension
Page 2

on

man’s

a mighty drive or

actions.

In

the

powers of the spirit, recognizing all

give you

Christianity.

May

God

the help to carry on with

courage and confidence.
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THE

TIMES

CHALLENGE

US

By Shearl Roberts
famed document they made provisions for schools in which both
would be taught.

@ Can we stop communism? This
is one of the most important questions the United States has ever
faced. The youth of our country are
being trained to answer this question. They are arming themselves
with many new weapons. But is our
defense complete? Mentally and
morally, are the youth of our nation
prepared to fight against this religion
of communism? My answer is no
and here is the evidence to support
my negation.

ers of our schools who recognized
the need of religion in education,
and who put the needs in accord
with their convictions; they would
not know the majority schools of our
day in which the name of God may
not be mentioned, His truths may
not be taught and His Commandments may not be inculcated.
ation of Church and State been falsified to mean a separation of religion
from the affairs of men, the taking

want a religionless education, I remind them of the words of the
Apostle St. James: “You men of two
souls, you cannot have a religious
nation by giving youth a religionless
education. You cannot go two ways,
the one way without religion in the
schools, and the other with religion
in the nation. You cannot limp on

On April 5, 1948, the Supreme

of God from out of the lives of men.

both sides. You must make a choice,

Court issued

a momentous decision,

one that afflicted the future of America. For its importance, the newspapers did not play it up. For on
that day in April, religious education
was outlawed in our public schools.

The person resonsible for the issue
to be brought to the attention of the
Supreme Court was a Mrs. MacCullum whose son felt out of place
when religion was being taught to
his classmates. Why was this decision so important? Here are the
facts.
The falling away from God is
alarming. God is neglected in the
home, in school, in business, in poli-

tics, in government. Important conferences design treaties that will
shape the future destinies not only

of nations, but of the entire world.
God is not invoked in prayer by the
statesmen. His name is not found in
the documents which they sign. The
spirit of the Declaration of Indepen-

dence is absent. God the Creator is
not mentioned as the source of the
inalienable rights of men. Gone is
the spirit of the founders and teachMay,

1951

Thus, has the principle of separ-

We learn only too well that religion
and morality can not be separated.
Every attempt in history to do so
has proved to be fatal.
In our own country, the increase
of delinquency and crime among
American youth has been the subject
of much discussion. The recent war
has ‘been blamed for the lowered
standards of morality among young
people, for the increase in drunkenness, sexual sins, and perversities,
theft, robbery, and even murder.

The roots of evil lie much deeper.
For several generations now, secularists have tried to keep religion out
of education. They finally have succeeded.
The founder of our country showed better vision when in his “Farewell Address” he declared that morality can not prevail within a nation
to the exclusion of the religious
principle. The framers of the “Northwest Ordinance” of 1789, from which

‘To the educators of our land who

either a nation with or without religion.” It will be a nation without
religion if we continue a system of
education without religion from
kindergarten up through the university; if we put our youth into the
hands of teachers and_ professors,
some of whom are deeply religious
in their personal lives, but may not
transmit their religious convictions
to the youth under their care, and
others who are irreligious in their
personal lives and have no church
affiliation, are never

seen at divine

worship and perhaps even use their
position to deride religion.

“Keep the laws of God,” is the
challenge of the time to all men and
women, but especially to youth. The
rich young man who took the salvation of his soul seriously came to
our Lord with the question: “Master, what must I do to possess life
eternal?” The answer, “Keep the
Commandments.”

Ohio was formed likewise recognized

What will modern youth answer
when the Master comes with His

the intimate connection between
knowledge and religion when in this

challenge: “Keep the Commandments”? Will the complaint be:
Page 3

about

the Creator

about His
the world
about His
salvation

of the universe;

Son whom He
for our liberation
Church and the
entrusted to her

sent into
from sin;
means of
care.”

Youth can level a serious indictment against their elders who in
their folly believe that one can have
morality without religion.
Just what role does religion play
in our lives?
First, religion teaches the sovereignty of God. It teaches that in
matters of conduct no less than in
matters of doctrine the will of God
is supreme. Only self-willed men will
make their own wills supreme in
marital

relations,

business,

politics,

or government. The Christian who

prays knows the full meaning of the
petition in the Our Father: “Thy
will be done on earth as it is done
in heaven,” and seeks to regulate
his conduct accordingly.
Religion teaches that man must
follow his conscience. Conscience is
the precious possession of every human being born into this world. The
ignorant native in primitive forests
possesses it no less than the cultured
professor in a college chair. It is
God’s special natural gift to man so
that he may distinguish between
right and wrong, so that he will not
call evil good and darkness light.
This gift of God may be abused
as all the gifts of God are abused.
Its power to cry out a word of warning may be weakened by sin and
vice, and finally its voice is hushed
by a sinful life. Like the gifts of
body and soul, conscience must be

trained and cultivated. The one infallible teacher is religion.
Religion
fellow man,

teaches

us to love our

to understand him and

by doing so, to live in peace.
Now, picture if you can, the presPage 4

a)
Se

Dr)
ya
Ne

is the Lord who gave

Most Americans work hard to provide in their homes, every possible
comfort for their children. They
safeguard their health, they strive to
set before them good examples of

ca

manners and deportment. Possibly,
they even pamper them.
Yet, even carelessly, they commit

do not have to know that Christ
died on Calvary. These parents will
condemn their children when they,
without religious training, bring dis-

grace

upon

themselves

and_

their

families. I fear that too many pat-

ents are preoccupied with tasks of
lesser

meaning,

that

they

do

not

realize that their children cannot be

strong without religion.
Today, the free world is faced
with a ruthless enemy. Ten years
ago, we dismissed the communists as
fanatics, agrarian reformers or a

harmless minority. What was respon-

sible for their sudden growth to
power, a power that today straddles
vast segments of the world and controls the lives of eight hundred mil-

lion people? ‘The answers that are

given by historians and statesmen
are many and varied. Some blame
the living, while others allow the
guilt to fall upon the dead. I would
like to advance an answer which I
believe has been sorely neglected.
One important reason why the communists have been so successful is
our own blind apathy, which no
longer gives more than mere lip service

to

Him,

whom

we

call

our

Saviour, and by allowing spiritual
traditions to be strangled by the
weeds of paganism and neglect.
Communism is a potential threat
because of the very nature of its

ideology. It is a materialistic religion.
Read
Marx,

the communistic
Lenin,

Stalin,

evangelists,
and

you

will

find that communism is not just another imperialistic venture.
(Continued on Page 22)
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Little Curiosity
By Theresa

their children to schools in which no
religion may be taught, to schools
where you must learn that Franklin
Roosevelt was a Democrat, but you

AS

them. Who

them? What is their meaning? We
have no authority that will interpret
them for us. We have not learned to
know His Church that teaches, and
speaks and commands in His name.
Our education taught us a thousand
different facts, but taught us nothing

ent generation. Deprived of religion,
they fall back on their natural impulses as their chief motivations for
good. I believe you will agree with
me in saying that it is a sorry sight.

)

“Master, we do not know the Commandments; we have never learned

L. King

@ A child’s play has pleasurable significance to him and also enormous
educational possibilities. While the

play of an infant is aimless, consisting mostly of handling, mouthing,
and looking at toys, it develops very
quickly into a meaningful activity
and soon he is roaming through the
house looking for playthings.
Eager to know the world and all
that is therein, Larry, like all small
children, investigates everything. A
few weeks ago the little girl next
door shed many tears when Larry

poked in her doll’s eyes to see how
it went to sleep. With all the rough
authority that a boy has over a small
brother, Larry often loudly commands his younger brother to relinquish the cherished bugle. His mother,

when

she

misses

curtain

rods,

knows that Larry is probably playing
soldier with them. The cat suffers
great agonies when Larry appears, for
he knows that Larry will undoubtedly pull his tail to discover whether
or not it is permanently attached.
One day, however, Larry’s untiring
curiosity very nearly caused his downfall.
Searching through the pots and
pans in the cabinet, Larry chanced
upon a two-piece cake pan — one in
which

the center lifted out, leaving

a pan with no bottom. Here was a
piece of luck! How was it he had
never seen it before? After rolling it
around the floor for a few minutes,
little Curiosity decided that this was

a rather dull sport. Looking cautiously to be sure that his mother’s vigilant eye was relaxed, he pulled the

pan over his head. Next he went
quietly

through
(Continued

the

house

on Page

to

the

22)
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CAN

WE

MAKE

THE

UNITED
By William

NATIONS

E. Huth

@ In many parts of the world to-

‘Teeth, in the form of military sanc-

day thoughtful men and women are

pausing to survey the progress and

tions and actual intervention, it was
said, could have been written into

appraise the prospects of the United
Nations organization.

the law and the dictators who appeared after World War I could

At the close of the war in 1945,

the United States and other major

powers convened the nations of the
world in a conference at San Francisco where a wartime organization
of the nations fighting the totalitar-

ian aggressors was made a permanent

organization. Some fifty nations in

the world participated in the draft-

ing and ratification of the United
Nations Charter. We recall the high
hopes and aspirations expressed at

those solemn ceremonies, the steps

which have been taken to provide a
permanent home for the United Nations, the secretariat and the equipment needed for the beginning of
its work. What then has come about
in just a brief time to dash the hopes
of so many, who sincerely applauded
the beginning of the United Nations
organization? There is speculation as
to irreconcilable differences in view-

point and clashes of ideologies that
make agreement on anything impossible. However, this is not the
whole story. When was there ever
unanimity of opinion between fifty
nations, except in wartime? Because
these

been

cowed

into

submission

strong enough

to use force themselves.

Heeding the criticism, the organizers of the United Nations inserted
plenty of teeth in the charter. Not
only did the United Nations Charter
provide specifically that military

sanctions should be applied when all

other means of enforcing peace failed, but a special United Nations
army was provided for, with a staff
drawn from the five big permanent
members of the Security Council.
The Charter was so framed that
its members actually surrendered
many of their sovereign rights to
that organization. All their activities,
political,

economic,

military,

and

social were to be filtered through the
various component parts of the new
peace organization. Hardly had the
United Nations been organized before it became apparent that unless
all the big nations were willing to
play square, the ambitious program

inaugurated in 1945 at San Francisco
would fail.
The first blow, a minor one, occur-

hope that we can resolve

red during the Russian-Iranian conflict when the U.S.S.R. representatives didn’t obey the Council’s in-

exist,

are

we

them, as has been done in centuries

past?
Actually, the illusion that world
peace could be achieved by the selfless collaboration of all nations has
had a far shorter life in the United
Nations than in the League of Nations. ‘The Geneva organization lasted for nearly two decades. ‘The Lake
Success organization, more ambitious than that of Geneva, is now so

wobbly that observers have begun
to believe it was still-born.
Many European statesmen in the
past have accused the United States

junctions

and

settled their differ-

ences with the Teheran government
alone.
The “minor” incidents of the
new-born United Nations, described

by its parents as growing-pains, in
the last twelve months have developed into a serious illness, which might
have fatal results, unless some drastic
means are devised to check it. Unfortunately, up to now, no one has

yet devised such a means.
Far from improving, matters have

of responsibility for collapse of the League, saying that if we had joined,

gone from bad to worse. Whatever

things

plied. One

May,

would
1951

have

been

different.

parents, the U.S.S.R., is using the
veto power to stymie modern demo-

cratic methods.
The old League of Nations frequently was accused of being the
sounding board for the selfish interests of the big powers. In those days
there was still some semblance of
international morality and unity, and
the power-politics game indulged in
by

Britain,

France,

Italy, Germany

and Japan was, at least, clothed in

legality.
The United Nations exists at a
time when all international morality
seems to have disappeared and the
sessions at Lake Success sound more
like abusive contradictions than discussions by intelligent representatives of the great powers. Untruths

are expressed from the rostrum of
that world-peace organization with-

out regard for diplomatic phrasing.

The stalemate has become almost
complete. An example in Greece is
typical. A commission was sent to
that country in 1946 to investigate

the validity of the Greek government’s complaint against its northern neighbors. The commission be-

came a farce soon after it reached
Greece. The Russian and satellite
delegates openly favored the Greek

to

differences

abandon

have

before they became

WORK?

cure is discovered

will not be ap-

of the United

Nations’

rebels,

while

the remainder

of the

commission attempted to make an
impartial report. The investigation

resolved in two conflicting reports.

The same was typical in Korea.
The Koreans wanted a free election
in both North and South Korea. A
commission was sent to supervise the
election throughout the country.
When the United Nations commission attempted to cross the border,
it was emphatically halted by the
Russian Army commander, without
explanation. Once more the United

Nations had been kicked

by

the

Soviet government.
Is the

United

Nations,

with

its

incomparable physical facilities for
peace, going to die in the slow death
(Continued on Page 12)
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TWENTY

YEARS

Guardia bound for Orly field, Paris.

The

French

authorities had been

warned to obtain vigilance for this
By Joseph

man yet he had eluded them.

Hamer

I looked at the old man and ask-

ed him why he should think I would
® Fugitive! The word rattled
through my mind over and over
again. Here I was a fugitive from justice! Yesterday at this time I was
just one of the thousands of tourists

traveling about Europe with the in-

tention of going to Rome. I had
waited twenty years for this opportunity — twenty years of becoming
a successful businessman in the firm
of Pfahler and Swift. My time for
relaxation had finally come and I
looked forward with enthusiastic anticipation to the holiday so long
yearned for.
I had arrived in Le Havre on the

evening social. The distraught widow had no statement concerning
her husband’s demise but his busi-

be interested in the article. “Dress
like American — nervous — look

stated that a junior partner, Carl
Goodwin, had had an argument
with Pfahler two weeks prior to
the death in which Goodwin
threatened the dead man. Evidence revealed by the police ascertains that Goodwin was present in
the Pfahler apartment last night.
Goodwin is reported to be in

You him?”

through all my English papers — I
read — You are like man in paper —

iness partner, Mr. John F. Swift,

Europe

yet no sortie from

T turned quickly and walked rapidly across the street towards a sidewalk cafe. The old man gave me a
look that I did not have to question.
In his face there seemed to be all
the wisdom of the old country. It
was just a glance and then he turned
back to his papers.
I sat down and tried to think it
over. I couldn’t send a cable stating
that I had been here for the past two

the

country can be found. A nationwide alarm —.

Fourth of July and spent about two

weeks because the authorities would
blow that theory into pieces by be-

weeks touring France. Rheims, Paris,

Metz — all of them had been cap-

lieving that it was I who had taken
that plane for Orly. They would
think it to be an alibi to assure them

tured by my eyes. I had taken a
train to Luxembourg and had decided to spend a week traveling all
about the tiny kingdom when I
learned that I was now a fugitive.
Yesterday I arrived in Luxembourg city and soon took a room
right across from the station at the
Hotel du Passage. I showered and
dressed when a knock came at the
door. It was the elevator boy with

the newspapers that I had ordered at
the desk. He had the New York
Times (Oceanic edition) in his
hands. I thanked him and gave him
a couple of francs with which to
amuse himself. Sitting down on the
edge of the bed I began to page

through it when a little byline at the

bottom of the page caught my eye.

“WELL-KNOWN _ BUSINESSMAN MURDERED” — I read further.

New York, July 20.—Robert Q.
Pfahler,
well-known
industrial
leader, was found shot to death in

his uptown apartment while com-

posing an article to be used by

that I had been here for two weeks.
Then it dawned
billets of lodging
I still had those.
stamped upon my

upon me... My
and my passport!
The passport was
entry into France

and again when I changed my mon-

Illustration

by

the

ey at the banks. I hurried back to

writer.

It was incredible. No evidence
points to my leaving the country.

All evidence points to my killing
him. Oh God, it was a nightmare.
What could I do?

I thought I would take a walk to
fathom the thing out. I left the hotel
and walked up the boulevard towards a park.
Stopping at a newstand I thumbed
through the various English papers

to see if anything new had been re-

vealed. Finding nothing, I turned to
go when the old man behind the
counter addressed me in broken
English. “American?” he queried.
I nodded. “Maybe this one?” he said
as he passed over a Paris Presse. I
took it and glanced at an article

the hotel to send a cablegram and

gather those papers
presence over here

to prove my
for the past

weeks. I rushed up to my room and
opened up my traveling case. I took
out the passport and began checking
the data in it. All at once my heart

sank. Someone had exchanged passports on me! This one stated that
I had left the U. S. two days before
and had checked through customs at
Orly field, Paris! The hotel billets
were gone! Any little shred of proof
of my innocence was gone!
Lying down on the bed I began
to reassemble the events leading up
to my present state of affairs. Sud-

denly a flashback probed forward in
my muddled mind. In a minute the

which he pointed out. There was a
resume of the case in the French

whole thing was clear.
About a month ago, Mr. Pfahler
had called me into his office and

mately 9:45 p.m. yesterday. Mrs.

be. My

that I should buy part of his share

Pfahler discovered the body of her

read further.

this paper. Mr. Pfahler is the busi-

ness partner of Mr. John F. Swift
of

the

Swift.

concern
He

was

of
killed

Pfahler

and

at approxi-

husband upon returning from an
Page 6

paper. I wondered why this should
tion

had

wonderment
A man

boarded

ceased
of my

a plane

as |

descrip-

at

La

confided

with

me

that he desired

in the company. He told me that
the company needed young blood
The Exponent

in its veins. He further told me that
he would consult Mr. Swift and that

NOCTURNAL

he was sure of his approval.
Later on, after all the personnel
had left for the day, I heard Mr.

Swift and Mr. Pfahler in a heated
argument. This struck me as odd for
in all my years in the
never once had they had a
ment. Setting the book I
ing on the desk, I edged

company,
disagreewas readcloser to

the door and listened. Swift was declaring

that he didn’t

want

some

By Bob Heck
@ It had been raining since supper
and when I came out of the double
feature I could see no letup in the

to get into a game now that the
heat’s on.” I began to wonder just
what type of criminals I was sitting
next to! Perhaps they were the hoodlums of some big crime king in the
area. I would have to wait for them
to leave for my chance to notify the
proper authorities of their nefarious
scheming. Raising his tone somewhat, the shorter of the two muttered “Ed and Al will be up front to

he would not be very happy about
the outcome. Come to think of it
he said that he would feel his wrath
if it went through. I moved away
from the door thinking that this spat
was over a cocksure young man who
had applied for a job in sales that
day. It never occurred to me that I
was the one the controversy was
about. The phrasing of the words
“young upstart” had thrown me off.
He must have meant that I was comparatively young to be allowed in the

The rain was coming down harder
now and since I was in no particular
hurry to go home I ran into the cafe
to wait for the rain somewhat to
subside. The two men had gone to
the rear of the room and had sat
down in a secluded corner booth. I
took off my raincoat and hat and
shook some of the rain off them.
Then I ordered a drink from the
waiter and took the booth immediately in front of the one occupied
by the two strangers and proceeded
to read my newspaper.

momentarily

and

darted

into the small cafe on the corner.

had Pfahler killed. He must have
had some connection at the steamship line and had it arranged that

It’s the only way. My

Illustration
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Lord....

me from shaking. I wasn’t wet but

I might as well have been soaked.

number.” Now

cence.

twenty years.

little jittery now

and had another drink to help stop

tone, “Did Joe tell them the address
was 23 Jordon Street? It would be
funny if the suckers got the wrong

ed a crook built along my lines and
resembling me to take a plane to
Paris and when he arrived to track
me down and destroy any written
evidence that would prove my inno-

tive” will be branded on my soul.

to hear any more. Would they never

leave? I became a

shorter one ask in a relatively louder

in New York. Then he probably hir-

it now. The whole thing would be
open and shut against me. ‘Twenty
years of trying to be someone has
been swept away. There’s no use to
fight it now. The only escape is to
stay here in Europe and be absorbed
into the life. . . . I’ve got to change
everything to be a free man. I’ve got
to start from scratch and go along
as one of the people, never trying to
be someone for fear of exposure. ‘The
axe of fate will be hanging over my
head for the rest of my life. “Fugi-

to take any chances.” The
one cautioned him to quiet
and then even with my ear
up against the back of the
it became impossible for me

The rain was finally letting up a

recorded. It was a long shot, but he
did know many influential people

Yes, that’s it! And he has won. It

check ’em as they come in. We can’t

afford
other
down
smack
booth,

little and it became apparent that
the two men would be leaving soon.
Luck was with me! I overheard the

no record of my departure would be

would be futile to try and explain

that “these chumps are just waiting

As I walked briskly down the street,
I noticed two men also going hurtiedly in the same direction. When
they reached the intersection, they

stopped

Yes, it’s clear now. Swift killed or

difficult for me to catch what they

were saying. The first one disclosed

downpour for some time to come.

young upstart in the company and
that if Pfahler persisted in his way

holding part of the business.

ADVENTURE

by Tom

Eshelman

I could not help overhearing parts
of the conversation in the adjoining
booth,

but

I could

not

make

out

everything that was said because
they were speaking in such low
tones. ‘The more of the conversation
I heard, the more suspicious I became of these two shifty-eyed characters. I managed to hear one of
them say in a low monotone, “ya
sure they are O.K.? I don’t want
any stool pigeons to get in.” “Sure
I’m sure,” replied the other, “ya
take me for a dope? These guys are
on the level—I double checked ’em.”
They

were

whisper

now

talking
and

I knew where this

sinister deal was coming off. ‘They
finished their drinks, put on their
overcoats and left.

almost

in a

it became

more

I rose quickly, went to the phone

and dialed the police. I told the desk
sergeant what I had overheard and
that they better bring enough help
to catch the crooks. Since Jordon
Street was only a few blocks away,

I decided

to follow the schemers

and be in on the kill; but I would

have to be quick about it or I would
lose them on the streets.
I trailed them at a discreet distance, being careful not to get too
close for them to notice me but not
too far back to lose them. Every
once in a while the men would stop,
glance furtively around, and proceed
(Contined

on Page 21)
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ON

TO

INDIANAPOLIS
By Fred H. Lewis

@ Dad and Mother were over
from Indiana last week-end. Their
visit at this time seems to usher in
officially the nicer seasons we anticipate. It doesn’t look as though they

time to arrive at the corner of Sixteenth and Main streets in Speedway

did much ushering this time when

poked out of the windows. Everyone
is looking for the other crowd. The

we remember how long spring was
in coming. Some folks say that

weather is for the most part mental
when it comes to each day’s living,
and maybe they are right. Dad always leaves me with thoughts and
plans that can cheer up my dullest
day, since at this time of the year we
are getting the. Memorial-Day-race
fever. The races aren’t too far away
now and since they will claim the
main pages of newsprint across the
land, I thought perhaps you would
like to hear how our family goes
to the Speedway Classic.
The Dayton contingent, my brothers Bob and Howard and I, usually leave town at noon of May 29, in
order to arrive at Speedway City as

near to five p.m. as possible. A close
inspection of our car will uncover an
indescribable assortment of closelypacked paraphernalia that might re-

semble thermos jugs, blankets, old
shoes, sun helmets, food, part of a
lumber yard and a bottle of olives
that has opened and distributed its
contents quite nicely. In fact, there
is always some discussion as to
whether we resemble a band of displaced gypsies or some of Ali Baba’s
forty thieves. Combine all this with
the nervous tension found in a venture like this and the wonderful
companionship I find with my brothers. Mix well and stretch out along
U. S. Route 40. We are off to the
races!
Now that the Dayton bunch is on
the road, let’s see what

the others

are up to. My sister, Ginny, and her
husband, Bob Hicks, are down from

Chicago and have stayed overnight
with Mother and Dad in Spencer,
Indiana. My youngest brother, Paul,
lives in Indianapolis and will meet
us later, we never know

where.

Dad

and Bob Hicks will leave Spencer in
Page 8

City at 4:45 p.m. At this moment,

the car from Dayton is lurching up

Sixteenth

street with

three heads

timing displayed on this venture is
always a thing of wonder. How two
automobiles, four hours apart at the
start, can meet

on a certain corner

at a precise time is beyond my comprehension when the traffic is con-

sidered. We have never missed.
The excitement of meeting is
short-lived, since the line-up for an
overnight parking position will occur
at five p.m. sharp. The time comes

and we charge into the melee, jockeying for position and _ scooting
ahead as the stalwart Troopers from
the State Police wave us on. In just
a few minutes, Main street is choked
with

four lines of cars, bumper

to

bumper, and nearly fender to fender.
Only the outside lanes are kept open
for emergency purposes. If we have
been separated, someone from each
car goes on the hunt for the other.
By now the sound of motors has died
away and the hundreds of people on
the street start preparing for the
night’s vigil.
I always make a reconnaissance of
the area to see what states are represented. I am never dissappointed.
Cars from Texas, Maine, Minnesota,

and Utah are within a pebble’s flip
from me, and last year I found all
but eighteen of the forty-eight states

represented in a two-block distance.

Deck chairs are unlimbered and air
matresses are inflated. Luggage compartments pop open and a million
odors rise into the evening air. The
sidewalks fill up with people who
mill around and go nowhere in particular. Sixteenth street has now
turned into one long continuous car-

nival. The south side of the street is
filled with booths, shooting galleries
and hamburger stands.
Midget car racing is featured in
the Indianapolis Raceway
Bowl

down the street toward town. Racing
in these little cars is carried on all
night. If you missed the first race
program, you can join the surging
crowd to buy a ticket for the second
program which starts at eleven-thirty
p. m. and lasts until four-thirty a. m.
We saw the second event last year
and said that we would never do it
again. That was the longest night I
ever spent.

By midnight most of the people
have bedded down in their cars, on
the street, atop their cars, under

their cars, and in any place where
there might be a few feet of unoccupied space. ‘The noise always subsides about this hour. A genuine lull
before the storm. This mass of humanity has girded itself for the dash
to the speedway gates which comes

at five a.m. on the dot. The opening

of the gates is heralded by the explosion of a loud bomb hurled high in

the air near the track. We now become part of the loudest and most

chaotic mass of controlled confusion
that ever existed. Hundreds of automobiles are started. Doors slam.
people are running. Engine exhaust
blues the air and the hurly-burly is
beyond description. ‘The Troopers
start the line forward with control
methods that are most admirable. It
seems to me that those fellows are
always nine feet tall, healthy and
smiling! Just watching them operate
is a show in itself.
We always buy our tickets on the
run. The cars never stop moving as
money and tickets are exchanged.
This minor detail dispensed with, we

begin the final dash for position. We

spin along the track service road,
shoot through the tunnel under the
track and pop up into the huge track
mid-field. The first car through waits
at this point for the other and we
join up for the scramble for a good
spot along the fence. This done, we
hop out, stretch, and open the food
boxes again. ‘Time is now almost six

a.m.

Do you remember that I mentioned lumber in this article? Now we
will bring it into the picture. For
some months prior to the race I
have been saving every piece of twoby-four lumber I could find. These
pieces were cut to four-and-one-halfThe Exponent
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inch lengths and drilled for bolts at
each end. A scaffold of sorts was
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erected in my back yard and then

By Jack Rice

taken down. Each piece was carefully
numbered and stacked. Platform
boards and other pieces were included and marked.

Thus,

we erect an

eighteen-foot tower, from which
we can watch the race proceedings
without interference. We'll admit
that it is always a bit shaky, but by
pecking away at it with hammer,
nails and some brace boards, it soon

becomes respectably steady. We
then go to sleep, if you can call that
disturbed, fuzzy black-out anything
like sleep.
The program preliminaries and
hoopla begin at ten a. m. and we
stir, already wondering if the whole
thing was worth it. We scan the sky
for signs of bad weather. ‘The prerace information is rooted out and
we start our usual arguments about
the capabilities and shortcomings of
the many drivers and race cars they

will pilot. Favorites are picked and

someone asks why. Dad says, “Who
wants a beer?” The thought is revolting at this early hour. Now I

have an overwhelming desire for a
bath and the toothbrush I left in
Dayton.
The excitement at the start of the
five-hundred-mile race soon displaces
any discomfort we felt. The big

@ The
excited.

town

of New

Cedars

was

“If they hadn’t had the flat tire,
I wouldn’t have known it,” said the

farmer, waving a shotgun as long and

thin as he was.
“Elmer Jerkin, if you don’t stop
waving that gun around, I’m going
home,”

said his wife. She was short

and dumpy, and had subdued Elmer
completely.
“Now, Mary,” he quavered, “don’t

take on so.” Elmer stuck his shotgun
under his arm and glowered at the
couple in the center of the room.
Gregory Tweed stood, his feet
apart, his arms at his sides, his fists
clenched as he stared back at Elmer.

The woman beside him sat crying
quietly in a chair. All around them,
New

Cedars, stood or sat all of the

able-bodied males
— most of them
armed. Elmer seemed to be the
spokesman for the group.

show gets under way and everyone

and the track cleared, this mass

the bites a bit special.
(Continued
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know my rights.”
“Yes, I guess you do. I guess all
crooks know their rights better than
we honest

citizens,”

Elmer

cackled

at his own wit. He stuck his scraggly
beard under Tweed’s clean shaven
jaw. He smelled strongly of horse
manure and tobacco. “If you want
my advice, mister, you'll jist come
along peacefully and not give us any
trouble.”
“Now

look

here, whatever

your

name 1s, I...”
the

“My name’s Jerkin. Elmer Jerkin,
best horse breeder in these

parts.”
“Well, Mr. Jerkin, I appeal to you
as a fellow human being. You have
no proof that I am crooked in any
way. All the facts point to the contrary. If it were not for the fact that
New Cedars is near the State Penitentiary, we wouldn’t be detained
like this.”
“Well, I guess you’re right, mister.

“At

least,

Mr.

Jerkin,

if we

are

going to be detained in this
— this
place, you might send someone for
the police, and you might give us
something to eat.”

Illustration

by

Dan

Zamorski

“Now, stranger, if you'll jist confess that you’re the escaped man,
why we'll be glad to give you a safe
escort back to jail.”
“For the third time, I am not this

escaped convict from the penitentiary that everyone seems to think I

22)

possibly be any proof of my being a
criminal. You are supposed to judge
a man innocent until proved guilty.
I should be released or arrested. I

But I can’t help it your car broke
down before you got away from the
prison. I saw my duty, and I did it.”

of

just a little bit of love just to make

identification papers. There cannot

along the edges of the town hall of

clambers to the top of our ugly but
staunch observation rig. Our enthusiasm dies down a bit as the race and
the hours wear on. The sun gets hot
and we get sleepy. Cat-naps become
the order of the day and we rotate
the tower watch. As the race nears
the end, the excitement picks up
again and we are all alert for the
finish. After the winners are declared
humanity stirs itself to life for the
homeward trek. Not we. We just sit
still and let them scramble. After a
while we will tear down our scraplumber monstrosity and load it up
again. The rest of the food is eaten
and the beverages doled out. Hot
coffee surely tastes good at this
point. So does Mom’s chicken and
ham. It seems she always packs in

through the state because I have a
very important appointment in Kansas City. I have shown you all my

am.

My

wife

and I

are traveling

“T sent young Leemy for the sheriff. I can’t help it if he hasn’t come
yet. I don’t think honest people believe in feeding people like you!”
“But we are awfully hungry.”
“Well, ll get you something to
eat. And I hope you choke on it!”
he said, and he turned to Mary
to send her out after food.
(Continued on Page 11)
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HEAVEN

ON

A

ness? I don’t think so. Doesn’t that

DATE

bring happiness, besides enjoyment
and pleasure, because of something
for which it stands. And without

By Philip Gleason

that for which

@ Though

none

probably

ever

realize it, every young man who
bounds up the steps of his girl’s
house and rings the door-bell to
bring her down for their date, is
illustrating perfectly a principle of
ethics. Furthermore he is, I believe,
during the course of the evening, going to receive some intimation of
the order of happiness which is
promised to those who reach heaven.
How? Well let’s begin with the
ethics part and go on from there.
In ethics we learn that all of man’s
activities are directed toward some
end. And these ends are of three
types: proximate, intermediate, and
ultimate. A proximate end is one
you wish to accomplish only because
its accomplishment is necessary for
the achievement of some higher
good. An intermediate end is one
that you work for partly because it
is good in itself, and partly because
it, too, leads to some greater good.
Finally, an ultimate end is one that
you desire for itself; it’s the final
goal, or good, in a given series. And
how does this connect with the fel-

because you want to get the whiskers
off anyhow (that’s the part that is
a good in itself), and because you
want to look a little more presentable for your girl (that’s the part
that is looking toward some future
good).
Well, after about an hour of preparation, leaving proximate and intermediate ends strewn about in all
corners, you arrive to meet your
girl. This is the ultimate end in this
series — to spend the evening with
her. The ultimate end — the one
toward which all of the proximate
and intermediate ends are directed.

But what really is the meaning of

that ultimate end? Why do you
want to spend the evening with her?
Isn’t it because of the happiness that
comes from your being with your
girl? A person would hardly go to
all that preparation and expense if
he did not know that there would
somehow be happiness in it for him.

lathering his face who

to

shave

immediately

did not plan

thereafter?

You lather only that you can shave;
but shaving itself is a little different.
It’s an intermediate end: you do it
Page 10
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Perhaps, you say, all of these
things combine to produce in us
the happiness we experience. Do her
beauty,

her

conversation,

her

kiss,

the things you did together, all of
these things taken together, account
for your happiness? Yes, I think
that this combination is in part the

direct cause of the happiness, but

in an even greater degree it is the

indirect cause. By that I mean that

this comibnation does not of itself

produce all of the happiness, but
that it rather acts as a proof of something else, or as a channel whereby
something else is conveyed to us.

This “something else” I can only call

profound, secret mystery that makes
her, not just a girl, but the person
that she is. The things that you do

or not.

your face to shave; another proximate end. Can you imagine anyone

ences or opinions or plans that form

conversation. But not all of
happiness is from this, either.

er person — you have hold of the

and see whether you think it conSuppose you are a young man going out for the evening with your
girl. Notice now, not just a girl, but
your girl. It’s going to be a quiet
evening — you won't be with any
other couples. What do you do first
by way of getting ready? Let’s say
you first go to your room and lay
out your clothes; here’s a_ perfect
example of a proximate end. You
don’t want those clothes lying on
your bed for any intrinsic reason —
they don’t make the room any warmer or more beautiful. You want
them there only that you can get
into them easier when you are ready
to dress. Then suppose you lather

isn’t the

“possession.” In some hidden, indescribable way you possess the oth-

low on a date? Just take this example

nects

it stands,

physical contact by itself a cheap
and disgusting mockery? Well then,
perhaps the happiness comes from
talking to her. Here, too, we’re getting somewhere; happiness does
come from the sharing of experi-

together,

her

touch,

her

kiss,

her

conversation — these are only the
means by which that mystery comes
to you, and which somehow gives
you possession of it. I believe that
But where does that happiness
come from? From just looking at the
girl? No matter how beautiful she is,
that would get a little tiresome
wouldn’t it? Does the happiness
come from the show that you went
to see? You could have seen that
alone. Was it from the beer or hamburger you had after the show?
Hardly — you can eat or drink any
time. Does it come from her touch?
Her

kiss?

Now,

you

getting somewhere.

think,

we’re

True, but stop

this is the real cause of the happi-

ness which you find in her company.
Whether this thing operates the
same way in the girl, I could not say.
To return to the problem of
heavenly happiness: it isn’t too much
of a strain to believe that our happi-

ness in heaven will be of the same

order. In heaven we will possess
God. If happiness arises from the
possession of a person, it follows
that perfect happiness will follow
from the possession of the Perfect

and think. Does that account com-

Person.

pletely
for your happiness?
It
brought, of course, a thrill — pleasure; — but can the physical contact,
and the physical contact alone, be

will be much greater, not only because the object which causes it is
much greater, but also because it

the real reason for all of your happi-

Our

happiness

in heaven

will be free from any of the distrust

and jealousy which inevitably accomThe Exponent

SOME

pany any possession of person in this
life.
This idea seems to make heaven
much more understandable. And as
a sort of after thought, consider this:

anyone who has lost the possession

of the person who brought him happiness, by the defection of her love,
knows the misery which follows
that. What then must be the desolation of those who have lost posses-

sion of the Supreme Person?

THE
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(Continued on Page 9)

CHANGES

By Mary

be the one among many who will
make the big change following graduation. For many are called and
many are chosen when Uncle Sam
wishes to train young men for our

country’s defense. What is your atti-

may never have won a silver cup in

tude toward
one of dread
can be one of
look at it in

athletics, so here’s your chance to
win a silver medal on Uncle Sam’s
team with the fans of freedom cheering you on.

are

going

to be

some

your new career? Is it
or of expectation? It
expectation if only you
the nght way, for in a

sense you can compare it with your

it,” Gregory Tweed whispered to his
wife.

to the University in the first place?

past college life. Why did you come

almost

certain

door,

to

the

cries

of

“Look

out!”

and, “Catch him!” Gregory tried to
avoid running into Mary, but in
getting out of her way he ran into
the outstretched arms of a teen-aged
youngsters just climbing the town-

hall steps. They both sprawled on
the steps.
The townspeople, pouring out of
the town hall, caught him before he
could regain his feet. The men,
moved by anger, by the fact that he
was a suspected criminal, and by
the animal urge to kill, started beating him. Gregory fought valiantly
for a while.
The youngster into whose arms
he had fallen fought beside him for
a short time, his young fists pumping
beside him. When a swiping blow
knocked him out of the area of the
fight, the young boy tried to
scramble back in, but failing that,

he stood and yelled at the top of
his lungs, but no one paid any atten-

tion to him.
There were just too many men for
(Continued
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on Page
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Italy,

France,

or

You've heard a lot about fabulous
Paris. It was also hard to realize the

spend the night here. And we'll
never make that appointment.”
opened momentarily — to let Mary,
Elmers
wife,
outside.
Gregory
wheeled and charged through the

of

Vatican City, the famous art centers.

to

The door of the town hall was

countries

Germany. You had seen pictures
many times of the ruins of Rome,

“Tt’s our only chance. Unless I
get to the sheriff and get him to
us, we're

Reflect a moment upon those days
spent in a history class. It was rather
interesting to learn about those faroff

Gregory, you can’t!”

release

Isenecker

ever, was watching them pull together as a team. The uniform you're
going to wear won't be the brilliant
colors of red and blue but nevertheless you'll be on a team pulling together with thousands of others for
much more important stakes. You

@ There

changes made. You, Mr. U. D., may

“T’m going to make a break for

“But,

Ann

actual places walked by Christ and
In all probability your intelligent reply would be to enlarge your education, meet new people, and engage
in college social activities. Fine.
These aims are realized in the service, too. For the enlargement of
your education you are taught new
and useful skills that may prove very
practical to you in later years. Your
abilities are developed and utilized.
A new confidence in yourself may be
renewed within you.
If you had never come to the University in all probability you would

never have met Jim, Joe, or Bill who

turned out to be swell guys and real
friends. The opportunity to make a
lot of buddies was yours these past
years and the same holds true when
you enter the service. In this organization you'll make friends with men
you never would have met otherwise.
I know you have admired our
great bastketball team this past season. Perhaps you even envied them
a little wishing you might have been
one of the members fighting for all

you're worth. It was really great seeing them go to the Garden, cheered

on by thousands of hoarse, enthusiastic fans. The

greatest thrill, how-

His Apostles. Now you have the advantage of traveling with all expenses paid.
You're probably thinking that all
this sounds

swell

so far, but

what

about the matters of discipline and
drill? Here, a practical comparison
of college life and life in the service
ends. For here there are really going
to be some changes made! From

now on the hours you'll keep will
be a little different from the ones
you're used to keeping. You'll be
awakened in the morning by a musical number on a bugle instead of by
a bell or an alarm clock. Remember
how you used to think you would
cut your first class and sleep a little
longer? Just try staying in bed now!
Remember, too, those walks you

would like to take to get some fresh

air? Now you can get plenty of fresh
air out on your “hikes” of about ten
miles one way with fifty pounds on
your back.
There'll be no more horse play or
cutting up. Instead of being campused you'll be thrown into the brig.

Instead of being yelled at by a prof
who says you're lazy, you'll be admonished by an “understanding”
sergeant. All these things, however,
(Continued

on Page

22)
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A

PLEDGE

OF

By Fred
“Whoever dies clothed in this garment will not suffer everlasting
fire.”

@ In the mountains of France during the early years of the thirteenth
century a holy hermit man roamed

the hills. He prayed hard and had a
great love for Mary, the mother of
God. He in later years became the
Vicar General of the Carmelite
Monks.
One day in July (1251) this pious
priest, Simon Stock, knelt in his tiny
cell in fervent prayer. As his lips
were making motions of humble
words and his tear-dimmed eyes lift-

PEACE

D. Brown

From this scapular has developed
a devotion to Mary. The wearer
pledges himself to wear the scapular
at all times, say special prayers and do
good works. One becomes in a spe-

“Take,

beloved

son,

breast and worn over
It is of such a length
not quite to the feet
behind. In the middle

for

the

head. The

the shoulders.
that it reaches
in front and
is the opening

scapular

thus

hangs from two narrow connecting
segments resting over the shoulders.
The large scapular has been chang- ed for the convenience of the laity,
into two pieces of cloth, quadrilateral in shape and connected by two
strings. It is worn in the same manner as the large scapular. ‘To obtain

the privileges of the scapular one
must be enrolled in the scapular and
wear it at all times. If one ceases to
wear the scapular for a long period,
he receives none of the privileges
during that time. But by resuming
the scapular he again participates in
the indulgences and privileges.
Page 12

on

with every trick and weapon

avail-

able is attempting to defeat that pur-

whispers

out life insurance.

Some

of

these people never get sick or meet
with an accident. They enjoy a secur-

ity knowing

that if they ever take

sick or meet with an accident their
bread will still come in. Our scapular

into

His

ear,

“Son

the

enemy is near.” And when the time

is right and we are low in courage
and strength He pours through
Mary’s hands an abundance of grace,
which like a flood of bombs, blasts

the enemy out. Our battle is won

and we start the journey down the

road of victory and pass the arch of
triumph where we meet the General

face to face and He says, “Well done
good and faithful servant.”

scapular of thy order as a badge of
my confraternity and for thee and
all Carmelites a special sign of grace;
whoever dies clothed in this garment
will not suffer everlasting fire. It is
a sign of salvation, a safeguard in
dangers, a pledge of peace and covenant.”

part of the dress of many religious
orders. It usually consists of a piece
of cloth about the width of the

purpose

taken

this

Today the scapular forms a regular

primary

money from policy holders who have

to God. He has in a sense made a
down payment on an insurance policy. Men every day are collecting

Virgin Mary appeared to him carrying in her hand a brown scapular
said,

His

earth is to save his soul. The devil
pose. He was never able to conquer
the Mother of Christ, the Virgin full
of grace. Neither will he conquer
Her children. She has through the
scapular taken us as her children into
her arms. Being close to Christ she

cial way attached to Mary, a bridge

ed towards the Heavens, the Blessed

and

heaven.

UNITED
(Continued

NATIONS
from

Page

WORK

5)

of apathy and indecision? Are we,
so to speak is a policy. It is not a

written

agreement

but a

spiritual

agreement with Mary. Our payments
are prayers and good works. Our
dividends are help in temptation and

spiritual medicine when

sick. The

wearer is sure of spiritual security
when temptation is near. He knows

as free citizens of the world’s greatest
power, going to stand by during
these precious times when lasting
peace is fast slipping from our grip?
We are fast assuming adequate power so as to enforce the Christian
principles concerning human relations and fair play. We must enforce
these

beliefs

in decisive

fashion,

if

that when he has wandered off the

peace is to survive. We cannot fear

main street into an alley, that he
can find his way back, because the
Mediatrix of Graces has given to him
the scapular, a channel by which he
may find his way. He is sure of this
security because Mary has given to
him the scapular promise. By wearing the scapular with all sincerity he
shows a love and a trust in Mary,
since by the scapular devotion we
are linked to God through Mary.

world domination in open and aggressive terms. We must squelch the
lion before it pries its way loose to
rack the free world with ruthless
aggression.
What is lacking is a Christian
philosophy that will remedy our
present materialistic confusion.
Tennyson, in “Locksley Hall,” de-

“The

scapular

is a

pledge

of

peace,” peace of the soul from the
torments of the devil. Man was
made to know God, to love Him
and to serve Him in this world and

to be happy

with

Him

forever in

of hurting abusive leaders who plot

scribes in epic terms the persistence
with which we must strive:
“Till the war-drum throbbed no
longer, and the battle-flags were
furl’d
In the Parliament of man, the
Federation of the world.”
The Exponent

@ Shorty Foster stood 1n the doorway, cold and shivering, and watched the rain pelt into the street under
the street light across the block. A
big International truck and trailer

rumbled by, splashing water on the
well-dressed gentleman waiting
the light to change. The guy
something like, “Why don’t
look where you're going?” Then

for
said
you
he

cursed all the inconsiderate drivers
on the road, and that one in particular.

Shorty grinned and thought of the
old days when
dressed. Served
he thought. He
worked a day in
ed all the bad

he had been wellthe old bum right,
had probably never
his life so he deservluck in the world.

He squinted his eyes under the
fine mist of rain that floated in from

the sidewalk and studied the drugstore. It should be easy enough. The
old man

was alone now; when

light went out {inside the
Shorty would make his move.

the

store

A young couple walked by and the
boy said something to the girl. She

giggled and Shorty said, “Some
babe! And with a jerk like that.” He
could imagine himself in that guy’s
place, feeding her a big line. They’d
go to some bar and she would notice
all the dough he had. Then. he
would sit back and let her talk to
him.

all of his clothes. A guy was a slack-

The Second Shot

loose from San Quentin they just

The first thing he was going to
do when he got some money was
to eat a big dinner at some big
joint, and then he would buy some
clothes that shouted “class.” ‘Then

himself,

he

thought,

would

have

never been picked up if it hadn’t
been for stealing those clothes.

By Clifford E. Wolfe
they had called him “Shorty” and
taunted him for it. Then there was
Duke. A big, hulking mass of a
man, he was everything that Shorty
was not. Duke never noticed him
beyond the times when he wanted
to show off. Then he would lift

Shorty up by the collar and put his

face close to his and say, “So you
want to fight, huh?” The guys always thought that it was the funniest

thing in the world to see Shorty and
Duke prance through their act,
Duke playing to the gang and Shorty

wishing that he were big enough to
wipe the smirk off Duke’s face. Let
the big ape try that now, and he
would get a little surprise, said

Shorty to himself.

Yeah, let him try something and
the gun in Shorty’s pocket would
give him a little surprise. As he
thought of the gun, a surge of confidence shot through him. Now he
was as big as any of them! Size didn’t
mean a thing now.

The blare of the horn brought
him back to the present with a jerk.
The sedan pulled over to the curb
and the door opened. Shorty tried to

make himself blend with the shadows, but it was not the cops. Only
some guys talking to some girls.
Wait till I get some money Shorty
thought to himself. Then the babe
that hung on his arm when he waltz-

ed into the poolhall would

make

them all drool. The last time he had
been to the joint had been a year

ago. Shorty remembered all too well.

He had strutted into the poolroom and all the boys with their
eyes wide with amazement had
crowded around him and stared.
Shorty had held his breath for fear
that something would spoil his sensation. None of the guys had developed any feelings at all towards this
“new” Shorty, and maybe now he
would be treated more as an equal.
But just then Duke came in. He

stopped short at the sight of Shorty
in his pork-pie hat, pegged pants,
and the coat with stuffed cuffs.
He whistled low and said, “Well,
well, will you look at our little

Shorty. He looks like a Christmas
tree.” That broke the spell.

As he thought, his thin shoulders
straightened and a look of determination came over his thin face. This
was going to be the beginning for
Shorty Foster! And money was the
key to it all. He glanced down at
the ill-fitting suit he wore and smiled
to himself. When they turned a guy
covered his nakedness and that was
all.

er to steal small stuff like that. He,

Shorty tried to bluff his way out.
“Aw, I just got tired looking like
the rest of you bums, so I got me
some new clothes. Neat, huh?”

He’d just walk into the poolroom
where most of the gang could al-

ways be found and say “hello” all
the way around. He'd be very nice.
Duke would spot a chance to hand
the boys a laugh at his expense and
try to man handle him. But the gun
in Shorty’s hand would stop him

Duke said, “Neat. But you’ve forgotten your manners, Shorty.” Suddenly his hand whipped out and he
had a tight grip on the beautiful tie
that was a glittering array of splashy
colors. “Let’s see what kind of material it’s made of,” he snarled. “I'll

bet it breaks

before

Shorty’s

neck

does.”

up and saying, “Give me a break,
Shorty. I was just kiddin’.” Then

The tie tightened around Shorty’s
neck and suddenly he could not
breathe anymore. His head swam,
and just when it seemed that he

Shorty would laugh, and turn around

would black out, Duke let go. Shorty

and walk out, just like that. But first

dropped to the floor and rubbed his

the bitterness and hate that he felt

he had to get some money

throat tenderly.

for them came rushing back. Always

ate on. From now on he would buy

he would pay a little visit to the old
hangouts and show the guys that
Shorty Foster wasn’t standing still.
As he thought of the gang, all of

May, 1951

cold. Shorty could see him backing

to oper-

He

looked

up and

saw the wide grins plastered on the
Page 13

faces standing over him. Suddenly,
they all converged on him, and he

was lifted up and passed from hand
to hand as they ripped and tore at
his clothes.
The next thing Shorty knew, there
was a cop there asking him what had
happened. Shorty looked down at
his tattered clothes and said, Noth-

ing.”

right now trying on a
swered.

As Shorty walked out the door he
looked down and admired the suit
that he couldn’t see under his old

one. What a cinch! Just then some-

one yelled, “Get him,” and they did.
They sent him away for a year
and a day, but it hadn’t been wasted
time. From paying close attention to

“Come on, come on, tell me who

the others, Shorty had learned plen-

did it,” barked the cop. “You going
to tell me?”

ty. And now he would use all that
he had learned and get all the things

Duke, who was shooting a game
of pool hollered over,

“Go

on and

that he had ever wanted.

The light in the store across the

tell him what happened, Shorty.”

street blinked out, and Shorty grew

But Shorty remained silent. The
cop left, muttering about what a
terrible beat he had.

would be a pushover! And with a
little dough to start out on he could
plan his jobs, use real class and be

Duke

grinned

and

said, “Shorty,

that was real smart.”

tense, because now was the time. It

the best in the business.
Out of the corner of his eye,
Shorty saw someone coming his way.

Shorty turned around and slowly
walked out of the poolroom. Duke

A cop! He tried to shrink into the

would pay for that, he told himself.

shadows,

but

it was

too

late. The

Well, now he had to get some more
clothes.

cop ambled over and stood swinging
his nightstick in front of Shorty.

So Shorty had walked into the big

“What are you doing here?” the
cop demanded. “Ain’t you got a
home?”

clothing store and a clerk had jump-

ed up from nowhere with the can-Ihelp-you routine.
“Haul out that number,” ordered

“IT ain’t doing nothing,” Shorty
whined. “I’m just trying to keep

Shorty as he pointed to a snappy

dry, that’s all.”

blue sharkskin in the show window.

“Where do you live?” the cop demanded.

The clerk surveyed his torn clothing, but said nothing. “In what size,
sit?” he asked.
“IT don’t know. They always got
to be fixed before I can wear them
anyway,” Shorty grumbled impatiently. “Just get one for me, huh”?
The clerk motioned to his left.
“If you'll step over here, I'll get the
suit and you can try it on.”
As Shorty stepped inside the small
booth with the suit the clerk ran
for the manager.
“Mr. Thompson,”

he gasped. “I

think that thief we got that circular
on is in the store!”
The

manager

barked,

“What

makes you think so?”
“Well,

I just waited

on a

little

man, and he’s in the dressing room
Page 14

“Well, I’m from out of town and

I haven’t found a place yet,” said.
Shorty.

“T think you better come to the
station with me where I can check
on you,” the cop said.
“Okay,” said Shorty, “but I ain’t
done nothing.”
The cops hands moved over Shorty’s body and grunted when he felt

the gun. ”This

doesn’t look very

good for you, kid,” he said.

And suddenly Shorty was crying,
head in hands and saying over and
over, “Give me a break. Give me a
break.””

The cop laughed. “A real tough
cookie,” he said as her herded

ty away.

The New Baby

suit,” he an-

Shor-

HORE

By Mary Gordon

@ We
brought
our firstborn
home from the hospital on a hot
Sunday afternoon in June. I can’t
describe the feeling of wonder and
awe that took possession of me as
the nurse laid the baby in my arms.
She was ours at last! No precise and
calculating nurse would care for her
now; but a mother and dad whose
love was boundless would transform
every routine task into a labor of

love. We looked forward to it with
anticipation
dence.

and

complete

confi-

Arriving home, we found the
neighbors out to welcome us. My
husband with his exaggerated air of
nonchalance was fooling no one. He
was the proudest father I’ve ever
seen. His casual comments betrayed
his feelings. “She has blue eyes, like
mine, you know.” It would have
been cruel to tell him that all babies’
eyes are blue at first. On and on he
went,
enumerating
her
many
charms. Though I was inclined to
agree with him, I doubt that our
visitors were quite as impressed. His
famous last words were “she almost
never cries.”
Promptly on cue the bundle in
the bassinet emitted a shrill cry. We
looked mutely at each other. What
do we do now? The neighbors bowed out gracefully and we rather hesitantly began our new role as parents.
Then

the merry-go-round began:

a continuous round of bottles, feeding formulas, diapers, bathing, ster-

ilizing. After a week of this my zeal
began to wane. The child was unyielding in her demands. By the end
of the third week this uncompromising offspring had stripped me of all

confidence. I was mute and defenseless at the mercy
Lady

of her Majesty,

Kathleen.

It was then the idea of the schedule occurred to me. I worked
(Continued on Page 22)
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The Twelfth

In Nazareth the sun was warm
And Mary could not say
What fear was cold upon her heart
When she awoke that day.

VM LL

She

the

left upon

—Peg
6

Oh

short

Oh

short

Kunka.

sun,

smiled.

Perfumes

on

And

is why

that

Little
“T just

coed
love

secret

sniffed
lilacs,

to

twelve

them!

closed

eyes.

pain to follow them!

sun was warm when they returned
And Mary saw Him stand
With gaze turned to His Father’s skies
As to familiar land.

The

coldness closed on Mary’s heart
Where certainty now lay,
And knowing well the path ahead
She put His toys away.
—Lola
t

Oa

Murray.

e

Credo
(of the earnest

young

graduate

student)

I believe in the doctorate of philosophy,
Interpreter of heaven and earth;
And in the dissertation erudite,

sun.

only-begotten

progeny;

Conceived in spirit demented ...
Received in circles esoteric...
Apotheosized in publications rarefied.
Seated on Parnassus, they dispense judgments
Over all space-time (curved).
—Philip Gleason.
e

On Waiting

in Spring

But though
The blushing bower
Reveals its crimson flower...

Your

do not come

with

Spring to claim

rose.
A.

McNeil.

fresh-faced

and
don’t

sang:

CLM

you?

—James
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watchful

—Shirley
that

one

The

You
daubed

Mother’s

With

K. Dekom.

A good rain; two cloudy days;
Then the urgent force of a full-day’s
And this has happened.
The leaves of the bush uncurled
From sleep and stretched
And yawned greenly awake.
Wrinkly little buds raised
Wry faces from folded arms

they

from

From far Jerusalem,
short the years from one to twelve

Oh

Lilac Time

Then

Nazareth

Oh long the road to Nazareth

Its

Daintily

years

care

—Anton

from

filled with fear, how dark the hours
Of three lost days can seem!
The Temple priests, the solemn Boy
Were like a troubled dream.

Serenade

at the

road

words,

store.

How

Seems lighter when we think of him,
The blind man, singing to the sun.

squinted

boyish

joy that dwelt with

His

His songs give courage, bring us hope
That lingers after he has gone.

And

placed

city streets were crowded with
Both stupid men and wise.
How strange the ways of God which

e

every

He

The

With his gay tunes, his joyous notes
All sorrow he dispels, and hurt.
And no one fails to shed the blues,
Feel happiness and mirth return
When he salutes the sun.

burden,

child-like

the floor,

Jerusalem,
the

And

He knows each one of us by name...
He knows the neighborhood. The kids
All come his harmonies to hear.
They watch him play, they smile with him
As he sings toward the sun.

every

that

mind

the

Unto

On sunlit summer afternoons
A man comes to our garden gate
And plays on his harmonica
Bright melodies of life and love
Beneath the warming sun.

For

her

toys

The kind that mothers

The lonely windless sky
Is hollow with fog
And far below the cragged cliff
Grey and blue waters flash and burn,
Turning the quartz spray
Backward to the dull horizon.

Summer

saw

Had
Within

Sea

€

Year

LLL LL

Cooney.
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Editorial

SALUTE

TO

Comment

THE

...

SENIORS

light

@ Eight issues ago, in October, it was rather hard
to think of anything appropriate to say as we sat down
to write our first editorials. It is much more difficult at
this writing to muster words which adequately match
our thoughts at this time of year. We never were able
to say “goodbye” without breaking stride just a little.
So it would be easy perhaps, to compose a poignant
farewell editorial which, if compared to May editorials
in many of the umpteen-hundred college magazines in
the

United

States,

would

be

found

to be as full

of

silly sentimentality as they.
These articles usually bemoan leaving behind such
four-year acquaintances as “the hallowed old walls of
our alma mater” and “the elm-shaded walks where we
strolled through life’s best years” and “the cloistered
atmosphere of study in the dear old library.”” However,
such an outlook is anything but realistic. On the contrary, it reveals a faint heart fearful of cutting protective,
familiar ties and

a mind

appalled to find that, finally,

this is IT.

We
is

like to believe that the University of Dayton

different

from,

and

more

wholesome

than,

most

universities of its size. And we know that the men and
women who successfully navigate four years of its varied
academic waters strive to be mature in judgment, loyal
to themselves, and

faithful before God. Therefore, we

do not believe that so maudlin an editorial tone as
that depicted above would at all be approved by this
_ year’s graduating class.

The fine record that these graduates have made
speaks unabashedly itself. It proves that they are made
of the material from which leaders are expected to take
shape. And they have been nobly equipped while at
the University to fulfill those expectations. They have,
as it were, all the potentialities of millionaires; but it is

one

candle

than

to

curse

the

darkness”
— as

Father James Keller’s Chinese proverb has it.
Goodbye

and

good

luck,

Seniors,

and

may

the

Peace of God be always with you.
—JAMES COONEY.

THANK

YOU,

U. D.

@ It is indeed a privilege to set down the following
thoughts in appreciation and thanks to the administration and faculty of the University of Dayton. One of
the larger “services” rendered by the University of
Dayton was the understanding proffered the married
veterans in emergencies which arose — a sick child, a
sick wife — the University understood. ‘This cooperative
understanding made for a peace of mind and better

academic endeavor on the part of the individual who
was helped.
It has been written that the World War II veterans are a privileged class. We sincerely believe, however, that they are privileged only insofar as they are
capable of taking advantage of those privileges. They
must make good, they cannot have a degree bestowed
upon them just for attending classes and not actively
participating, nor can they learn a trade by merely
being on the job; they must show some measure of
progress. ‘This progress, academic or otherwise is reflected in the strength of our nation. A better educated
America is a better prepared and stronger America.
This, certainly, is a sound investment for the future of
our nation. ‘The University of Dayton plays a vital role
in this security for the future. As a factory produces
machines which are needed in time of peace or war,

so the University produces graduates who are concerned
with

the achievement

fellow men;

however,

of living in peace

with

their

should an aggressor strike, these

With this last-mentioned, ultimate goal in mind,
we believe that our seniors have the courage to accept

same graduates will just as well concern themselves
with defending the country they love. It is this, the
largeness of a University education which makes it so
worthwhile. No, the university graduate does not know
all the answers; no one does; but in the four years spent

the challenges of modern day leadership and that they
will use their abilities to reassure the world that the

in preparing himself, he should have attained a fair
knowledge of where to obtain the answers and facts

sun will shine on mankind

he

as Heaven-heirs that they have been trained at this
University.

again if only mankind

will

does

not know.

In short,

an

education

is not a cut

make itself receptive to those rays. Truly, the task is a

and dried affair, but rather it functions to prepare the

monumental one, but that is no reason for its not being

individual to meet the many problems which will con-

undertaken.

front him throughout life, and to dispel the fears which
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For it is just as true that “it is better to

The Exponent

accompany ignorance. Those who deem the education
of veterans an unnecessary public expense will one day,
we sincerely hope, see the error in their thinking.
We, the veterans who will graduate in 1951 from
the University of Dayton like to think of the past four
years as being probably four of the University’s best
years. Not because we attended during this period, but

from a source of personal and community pride. We
may point proudly to the new fieldhouse, the mechanical engineering building, a basketball team which gained us national recognition, and some very good football

teams, all of which materialized during our four years
at U.D. But the greatest source of internal satisfaction

to us, the student veterans of the University of Dayton
is the friendly spirit of cooperation exhibited by the
faculty

and

administration

alike;

the

warmth

of

it

pervades the campus and exhibits itself in student attitudes. ‘The Marianists who foster and further their
ideals of service here at the University
proud of the results of their efforts. It is
of humble gratitude that we say thanks
be a part of all this during the past four
—WILLARD

may be justly
with a feeling
for letting us
years.

It’s too bad it can’t all be like this picture of peace.
‘The days will get to be too hot to breathe. The placid,
buzzing fly on the glass will be multiplied by hundreds
clambering over everything, and these creatures must
always be accompanied by their soprano brother, the
mosquito. Muffled afternoon voices will too often clarify into epithetic rehashes of the neighbor-man’s latest
lost week-end. Those clear mornings will probably be
seen on the way to summer school.
Yes, vacation

poor peas-

Looking at both sides, it’s a shame for such a
wonderful school year to end, and for summer ever to
come, but some bright blue morning when you turn
over and yawn, and regret and think, remember we'll
be thinking of you, and seeing you again next fall . . .
we hope.
—Perc Kunxa.

CROWELL.

WASTED

LOVE!

@ Love is being wasted!
It is sad.

SYMPHONY

@ Another summer is only a few weeks off.

Just

over the hurdle of mid-terms are three months of gay
vacationing. This winter’s cold, dark mornings in snow
and ice will be forgotten, as mornings become golden
things, azure-blue and clean-washed from the night
rain. ‘The mornings will be briefly cool and longshadowed, before the meadow flowers in red and yellow
and white turn their faces to a blazing sun.
Afternoons will be as sleepy as a fly buzzing against
a windowpane,

U.D.,

and will stiJl be waiting for those hours to swim and
loaf with a tinkling glass in hand. This year more and
more fellas will be off for army (et alii) camps.

THAT
SUMMER

will be here, and

ants, will be hard at work in every conceivable place,

and in the windows near voices will be

muffled in the heat. Twilight will bring a clear, violet

Oh, in so many ways!

Man can’t rest until his heart rests. And his
childish loves carry him hither and thither — won’t

let his heart rest. Man’s love is wasted on too many
desires — those desires that are not worth fulfilling
since they never really satisfy. What man needs to
steady his love and rest his heart is a true and great
ideal; otherwise his life is simply sterile. Look about
and see that the happiest persons are those who have
found their ideal and are proclaiming it from the house-

tops, not only in words, but in works.
Fleeting

joys

are

myriad

in

such

times

as

haze, and then the dark — vibrant with stars and singing
with breezes through heavy-leaved trees.

these. Man

Summer will again bring the coolness of a fresh
cotton dress on a sticky day, the sudden chill of sliding

looks back on these pleasures and comforts to realize

into the icy waters of a favorite swimming pool, and

the sweet refreshment of tinkling glasses of lemonade.
it is the time of a burning sun, as you try to get a tan,
and the almost welcome warmth of coming out from a
too-cold air conditioning. Summer is for laughing, for

thinks that this will satisfy; but tomor-

row’s chance casts this to destruction. Then on and
on he wanders from joy to empty joy, until at last he
that they have not after all, rested his heart. His love
cannot be fully realized in this earthly sojourn. Even
the man who has attained all this world can offer must
eventually accuse himself: “What nonsense! What a
fool I was to expect happiness from such fleeting pleas-

living more fully. Who can wait to swim long hours,

ures that have robbed me of lasting, eternal love!”

or wake up before the sun for an early-early game of
tennis?

We must all find that love. And the surest way to
find it is to join hands with Mary. She will show us

There are vacations, with the
smells, new friends, and everything

what love is, because She alone knows and loves that
tremendous Lover as fully as is possible to the human
heart. She is our mother of fair love. With Mary then,

new sights, new
to remember, as

bicycling down impossibly dusty roads sailing out beyond the breakwater to the swells of the crystalline lake,
and playing thirty-six leisurely holes of golf.
May, 1951

our love can’t be wasted because where the mother is,

there we shal! also find the Son.

—Lioyp Misno.
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Of Feminine Tuterest...
HILLTOP

ACADEMY

Jackie Pohl—Master of Graceful Determination.
Nancy Niswonger Meyer—Master of Beauty
|
Personified.
Margaret Hauer—Master of Commendable Effort.
Mary Lou Lienesch—Master of Fantastic
Reflections.
Gerry Buer—Master of Unintentional Humor.
Joanne Combs—Master of Rutilant Appearance.
Shirley Krumholtz—Master of Memorable Moods.
Alice Remnant—Master of Dietetic Finesse.
Mary Ann Slattery—Master of Microscopic

AWARDS

e@ This issue marks the end of the Exponent’s 49th

year of publication. With a sigh of relief we deliver
the final piece of copy for the year to the printer.
We sincerely hope that you have enjoyed the fruits
of our burning of the midnight oil. The passing parade
of feminine journalists has attempted to please and
tease you.

Special accommodations

will be given to Mary

Ann Isenecker and Peg Kunka for their steady coverage
of the campus highlights. The shiniest Oscar will be
awarded to Brother Price, the Exponent’s moderator,

for outshining the patience of Job.
All of us on the Exponent staff would like to wish

all the Hilltoppers a “funderful” vacation.

Farwell Lounge Hounds, Smoke Valley Girls, and

the rest of the female population at U.D.. We seniors
will miss playing pinochle, eating in Brother Paul’s
cafe, resting during classes, and organizing riots. We'll
just leave you with a few words of advice.
1. Be your natural self — don’t try to be two people
N

—M.E.N.

Maneuvers.

FAME

@ Now that my college career is drawing to a close,
I think of all the ups and downs, laughter a hundredfold — in the lounge, in classrooms, and just looking at
each other -—— that we seniors have enjoyed. We have
schemed and argued, relented and apologized, but we
really love each other and would go to bat to help one

another whenever help is needed.
Therefore it is only proper to bestow honorary
degrees upon my cohorts in crime, who will crawl with

me to the stage of the N.C.R. Auditorium and gratefully accept our diplomas after four years of work.
Dee McAnespie—Master of Gaelic Enthusiasm.
Mary Ann Paullin—Master of Bridge Protagonism.
Ginny MacMillan—Master of Perpetual Emotion.
Joyce Rhoades—Master of Sidereal Artistry.
Celeste McMullen—Master of Scheelite Coiffure.
Patricia Cashman—Master of Edulcarant Manners.
Barbara Yox—Master of Refined Convictions.
Clara Rohr—Master of Precarious Globe-trotting.
Pat Wilson—Master of Dietary Confusion.
Hary Aun Hess—Master of Advanced Hadacology.

Marilyn Beacham—Master of Petite Tactics.
Lynn Showalter—Master of Horsiculture.
Eileen Merrinane—Master of Iridescent Personality

Amy Niedecken—Master of Specialized Sneezing.
Margaret Monroe—Master of Perpetual ‘Tardiness.
Marianne Roll—Master of Artistic Indecision.
Page 18
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— so everyone will be pleased.
. Apply yourself to academic studies. ‘There will be
plenty of time for social life.
. Go to HIS house and visit as often as possible.
. Take part in University activities. It’s really fun,
and you'll develop personality plus.
—PAULINE SPRING.

Editor’s Note:

Master of Enthusiastic Amiability

will be immediately awarded

PROGRESSIVE

to Pauline Spring.

FANTASY

e Have you ever put a suggestion in a “suggestion
box”? Suppose that there was a such box outside your
dean’s office! What would you put into it? A variety
of answers would no doubt be given to this question.
If it were possible for me to give my opinion on how
I would like U. D. to be next September, I would make
the following suggestions: First, there would be no
more eight o'clock classes. These early morning classes
are of little value, because they tend to interfere with
the student’s much-needed rest. Classes should start
around ten o’clock. For the benefit of those who are
occasionally late on account of buses, it would be prac-

tical for the school to have a fleet of limousines with
chauffeurs to pick up these latecomers. This would save
quite a few bus tokens.
Upon entering the school, it would be nice if there
were escalators, instead of stairs, to carry us up to our
The Exponent

lockers. Three buttons marked “slow,”

2?

4

“medium,” and

“fast,” would be appropriate for those still sleepy, those
in no special hurry, and those who must make a class,
“fast.” When one arrives at his locker to get books in
a hurry, an electric eye should open and close the locker

quickly for him. Inside the lockers, to avoid the confusion of jumbled books, it would be convenient for
the student to stack his books for each class on racks;

between classes the electric eye would not only open
the locker, but operate a mechanical hand that would
quickly push out the right book to the student.

Class time should be cut from a fifty to a thirtyminute period with a fifteen-minute break between
classes. The fifteen-minute break would allow the students to prepare the assigned homework for the next

class. All book reports, term papers, history documents,

etc. should be banned. These not only tire the student,

but take up much of his valuable time.
Lunch periods should be at least two hours long,

thereby allowing the student ample time for his food to
digest properly

and

for him

to engage

in his social

affairs. Speaking of social affairs, it would be well for
the school to sponsor dances at least once a week with
the bands of say — Harry James, Tommy Dorsey, and

others, for the price of one dollar per couple. The stan-

dard price of lunches should be twenty-five cents. This
price should include a light snack of fried chicken,
potatoes, salad, rolls, dessert, and whatever we care to

drink. We must not neglect our boarders. They should
have longer permission hours on their own authority.
As for final examinations, I definitely do think that
there should be exams. Examinations are essential to the

curriculum. So, beginning with the 1951-1952 school
term there should be final examinations as usual held at
the end of each term. The finals, however, shall consist
of one question, which the class shall agree upon. If this
method is followed, it would greatly reduce the time

consumed in studying for finals. The students’ agreement upon the one question in the examination eliminates studying the wrong material.
If you have trouble in trying to keep up in your
notes with a fast-talking prof, this problem can be
solved. The school should hire a staff of secretaries with
a certain amount of them assigned to each class. When
you enter your class, summon a secretary and she will
sit by you and take all your notes for you.
The

preceding

sounds

fantastic, doesn’t it? Well,

it’s just a dream as we all know. So next September we
shall find the situation just like it has always been:
eight o’clock classes, a locker that’s usually jumbled, a
mad dashing upstairs, writer’s cramp in taking notes
and — oh, well, I could go on and on, however, this is

what it takes to make up college life and we all love it.

See you next September!
—Mary ANN ISENECKER.
May, 1951

WHAT

WE'LL

MISS ABOUT

THE

SENIORS

@ The time is quickly drawing nigh when out
seniors will bid farewell to their Alma Mater. Although

graduation marks the date that all seniors look forward
to, as the portals of U. D. swing open emitting another
graduating class, the new alumni will undoubtedly feel
a twinge of sorrow and melancholy. Yes, they will miss
U.D. with its many activities, dances, football and
basketball games, etc., but they will be even more
sorely missed by their associates, the underclassmen.

As we think of the many attributes of the class of
’51 that we'll miss, we enumerate . . . Johnny Callahan,
Frannie Quinn, Bill Saelzer, Spike Stachler, and Stan

Kurdziel, who will be missed in the fall football games.
Mr. Gavin will miss their excellent playing, too. Our
publications will also be hard-hit. The U.D. News will
miss its prolific editor, Walt McMahon, and sports
columnist Punchy Mayer. The Exponent staff loses

editor Jim Cooney and poetess Shirley McNiel. Come

September, the R.O.T.C. will be without the services
of Officers Bill Herlihy, Harry Parr, Tom Pohlable, and

Tom Phillips.
The beaming
tainly be missed,

personality of Jackie Pohl will cerespecially by her associates, “The

Moldy Crew.” ‘Two other “Crew Members” whom we
regret to see leave are Marilyn Beacham, that cute little
brunette, and Amy Niedecken (short and sweet). ‘The
halls will no longer ring with the infectuous laughter
of May Queen Pauline Spring. Glamour girls who will
no longer embellish our campus are lively Twitch Roll,
brunette Mary Lou Lienish, and blond and beautiful
Joyce Rhoads..

The Players will lose some talent in the persons of
John Kelly, Jim Walsh, Charlie Bernard, and Joanne
Combs, along with the backstage assistance of Gerry
Buer and Clara Rohr.
That gang of engineers, only one of whom is from
New York, incidentally, namely, Bud Gibbons, Jim
Wade, Jack Cherry, and Charlie Gibbons, will take
their leave, and with them goes a unique sense of
Page 19

humor. Yes, those four and another of their buddies,
Bill Greaser are loads of fun . . . they don’t need any
more hours of English, either.
We'll miss hearing Bob Bruggeman’s little car
“Mergie” rattling along. Do you think “Mergie” will
hold out long enough to take you and Jamie on a
Honeymoon, Bob? Also to be missed . . . Dutch Cronenberger’s fine tennis playing, ‘Tom Zinck’s ability at
golf, Ed Edney’s cute smile.
Two cute couples who will no longer be seen in
the corridors are Marilyn Beacham and Louie Huelsman, and Mary Ann Hess and Bill Ianuzzi.

Hangar will miss two faithful members,
Don

Cosgrove

and Danny

namely

Ferrazza. That Tipp

City

lad, Dave Smith and his broad grin is another senior
asset that will be gone, along with the smooth per-

allows. She is shocked months later to find the same
hat selling at every millinery in town at a remarkably
low price.
Another important matter concerning hats is the

proper size to select for yourself. A small hat that sits
on the top of the head and is tilted slightly over one
eye is very attractive, if it is worn

of hat merely adds height to her figure. The reverse is
also true. The short girl sporting a large brimmed hat
looks top heavy. She reminds one of a Chinese wearing a “coolie hat.”

‘Time marches on and the hat parade must come
to a conclusion. Hats are definitely here to stay and

will continue to be a big feature in the daily parade
of fashions.
—JuLIE DANForD.

sonality of that Southern gentleman Schu Montgomery.
The W.A.A. will be minus two fine basketballers
with the absence of Ginny McMillan and Mary Ann
Paullin. Maggie Monroe’s convertible will no longer
adorn the campus, nor will Dee Dee McAnespie’s
sweet smile or Barbara Yox’s pleasing manners. We'll
miss

tiny Trishie Cashman,

too, and

Pat Wilson,

the

girl with the baby-blue eyes. Celeste McMullen will no
longer entertain the “lounge hounds” with her humorous antics.
‘These and

many

other senior characteristics will

be missed at U.D. this coming fall term. But the
memories of these seniors will live on long after they
are gone; they have become a part of U.D.
—DELorES

HATS

ON

CARCELLI.

PARADE

by the short girl

with petite characteristics. A tall girl wearing that style

PETTICOAT

LANE

@ Attention class! The rest of the period will be
devoted to a discussion of the definition of a coed’s
perfect evening. All latecomers please note that the

definition of the prettiest dress on the dance floor is
a billowy yellow net formal with a handkerchief (uneven
cut) skirtline.

Fashion experts claim that the “romantic partners”
ensemble will revolutionize dancing apparel. This
creation

features

a filmy white

black lace-like bands

organza

etched

with

and topped with a full-length

sheer black duster. The lovely combination can also be
obtained in red, pink, blue, or green organdy formals
complimented by a contrasting shade for the sheer
dusters.

The definition of a Paris-like creation starts out

@ An essential part of a well-dressed woman’s wardrobe is a hat. even though many men consider such an
article very unessential. Nevertheless, they are really
here to stay. Hats have added and likewise have subtracted beauty from a woman’s costume. The reasons
women wear hats are innumerable.

with a cotton satin sheer of violet or peach and is
covered with a cloud of white organdy — the leading

For instance, consider the woman who has just
shampooed her hair and has an appointment to fulfill.

The prom dresses, which are especially designed
to be head turners, are the navy blue and white polka
dot number and the strapless one featuring an accordian
pleated cape.

To keep the ends from flying in all directions she places
a hat upon her head. This woman will undoubtedly
wear the bonnet type hat that covers the complete head
and has a brim, which conceals strayed ends of hair.
Now consider the young lady who spent the entire
afternoon shopping for the latest style of hat. Following
many tiring hours of shopping this lady purchases a
hat with

the new

forward

look,

which

is marked

an

original and costs considerably more than her budget
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formal fabric choice this season.
Guaranteed to look feminine and fragile is the
cocktail length formal in navy blue, paper taffeta patterned in metallic gold and white, not so.

The final class assignment will be a field trip to
EIder’s second floor formal shop. There you will find
all these lovely creations plus many more well-calculated
to make you the belle of every ball.
—M.E.N.

CLM

LL LLL
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DON’T

MARRY

A

FISHERMAN

had been followed, and then they

By Donald M. Munro
@ Locked in his den, mumbling
to himself things like grey hackle,
tapered line, new waders and backcast, sits my husband. He has been
sneaking off to this private hideaway

of his since early in February.

|

didn’t think too much about this at
first because he is only a normal
male and a fisherman to boot. But
lately he’s been getting worse. His

hands shake as he opens the sporting magazines,

clothes with two week’s beard growing on its face and babbling, “Come
outside and see the nice catch of
rainbows we got,” would be a big
cause for annoyance. If that wouldn't be enough to convince that person I was being sadly ignored, I
would simply tell him what happens
after my husband gets me outside
to see his wonderful catch! Imagine,
calling a smelly, old, dead fish a

he gazes fixedly at

the calendar as if trying to move
time ahead, and I caught him
smuggling a bag full of feathers into
his den yesterday. The only explan-

L

4 ie

A.

Apparently

it does

so

or gout or trout or something like
that.
May the good Lord help any
other women whose husbands are
trout fishermen. They’re so uncomprehendable! Why, only last week,

thinking his behavior was just his
way of saying he wanted more fish

for his meals, I bought a nice mack-

rainbow! And he calls a six-inch
minnow a monster and talks about

it “smashing” his fly to pieces and
“fighting” for hours! Now I know
why they call lies “fish stories.”

Ah, well, there is one consolation
to all this. It happens only once a
year and I get rid of my husband
for two weeks so I can do my spring
housecleaning in peace.

erel and fixed it for dinner. That
evening | casually mentioned that

maybe now he would stop his non-

sense about trout. I still don’t know
what happened! He got red in the
face, threw the mackerel out of the

window, and wouldn’t speak to me

for three days.
If this year is anything like the
last three, I don’t know what I will
do. After all, what woman likes to
be completely ignored by her husband while he talks like Izaak Walton
night and day. Any nearly intelligent person would agree that being

NOCTURNAL
ADVENTURE
(Continued

from

Page

7)

. onward. I had to watch my step so
as not to be discovered.

Reaching the intersection of Sun-

set and Jordon Streets, they turned
left on Jordon and began walking
slower. ‘They were getting close now!
I ducked behind a delivery truck

awakened in the middle of the night

parked under a streetlight and peek-

by a monster

ed around it. The criminals stopped
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in wet, dirty fishing

rounding up half the force to make

Suddenly the idea struck me—why
not sneak up to the house and see
what’s going on? ‘There was a light
showing from a basement window
and since it was dark, they probably
wouldn’t even see me. I would do it.
Seeing that no one was on guard
by the front door and windows, I
began to work my way closer and
closer to the den of criminals. Now

though.

Seems to me the name of it is flout

I thought it odd that the police
had not yet arrived. They must be

make the pinch.

thing about “opening day” that he
keeps mumbling to himself.
For the last three years this has
happened every spring, getting more
mysterious, and upsetting my household completely. I never was aware
of the fact that a slimy, smelly old

fish could upset a grown man

both went rapidly up the walk to
the side door. They rapped twice on
a heavy door and were quickly admitted. I gave the house a quick
once-over and thought it was a
strange place to have a meeting of
a crime ring but I guess they thought
it would be unlikely that anyone
would expect an organized crime
business would be operating inside
such a place.

the raid. This was going to be quite
a show when they did arrive and

ae

ation I’ve been able to find is some-

much.

in front of a large, weather-beaten,
old brownstone house. One of them
lit a cigarette, checked to see if they

I was in front of the dark, mysteri-

ous-looking house — now I was on
the lawn, slowly approaching the
place where the light was peering
out of the window — now at last I
was alongside the house and only a
few feet from the rather dim light.
I had to be careful not to get direct-

ly in front of it or they would discover

me

eavesdropping.

I could make out a fairly large
but smoke-filled room with about
fifteen or so persons of various
shapes and sizes grouped about a
man clenching a cigar between his
teeth. Evidently he was the ringleader for he seemed to be doing all
of the talking. I decided to risk placing my ear up against the windowpane. They were all facing the other
way except the ringleader and
chances were they wouldn’t see me.
Luck was with me for they didn’t
see me for all the smoke in the
room and the dirt on the window.
But what I heard took my breath

away — the “ringleader” called out,
ee Ae BSc,
Page 2]

THE

NEW

BABY

(Continued from

Page

14)

to no avail. Meanwhile a truck from
the Rike-Kumler Company came to

skull had been kicked in, and the
seeping blood made a dark stain in

deliver a package. It is to the ingenious mind of the driver that we

took off his hat. There was no sound,

wonderful system in which I could
even get a fifteen-minute rest period
in the afternoon. I was elated! But
this squalling infant had apparently
never heard of the word. Calmly
ignoring my plans, she proceeded to

by

eat when she pleased, about every
two hours; she cried when she pleas-

that it slipped off the head. Larry’s
mother thanked the driver profusely

ed, at periodic intervals but always
from two to four a. m. So that was

and sent him away with her blessing
and as she stood in the doorway, she

owe the mother’s sanity and Larry’s

head. Taking out a knife, the driver
cut little slits in the inside of the

pan. Then he bent the tin up, theremaking

the opening

wider,

so

the end of my schedule. We resign-

wondered what narrow escape would

ed ourselves to our fate and continued to fall into bed, haggard and
worn, at midnight; we continued to
give the two o’clock feeding, we continued to rise at the first squall of

be Larry’s next fate as the result of
his curiosity.

(Continued

Gradually, out of this chaotic state
of affairs, the baby miraculously
found a schedule of her own. Rethe two a. m. feeding and sleep instead of crying all night. She even
responded to affection, and gurgled
Well,

when

this was

expected

from

we

came

neat.

more

like what

the

beginning.

I’d

breathed a sigh of relief. Our period

|

of probation was over. She had accepted us as parents at last.

LITTLE

CURIOSITY

(Continued

from

bedroom

Page

from

Page

9)

What was a beautiful greensward
and parking area four hours ago is
now something resembling the city

lenting a little, she decided to omit

cooed

4)

in search of a mirror, evi-

dently wishing to see how this new

headgear became him. After several
admiring glances at himself, he soon
tired of this, too, and decided to find

something more exciting. What was

dump in its Sunday dress. One tends
to believe that the human being is
the greatest pack-rat the world has
ever known. Traffic thins out about

five p. m. and we think of moving

along now. The race is again recapit-

ulated and there are “ifs” in profusion. We move out and part, each
group going its own way. We are
all dog-tired and fed up with it all.
Anything we see now is most anticlimactic. It’s been fun.
I wonder many times just what I
go to see at this event. Is it the race
or the surging mass of people? Just
why does a person put himself
through the strain and excitement of
the affair? My Mother always says as
she packs a basket, “You fellas must
be crazy.” Maybe we are.

his terror when he discovered that
did the most natural thing — he began crying vigorously.
Greatly alarmed and frantic with
his

mother

ran

to the

scene.

All her efforts to pull the pan off
proved to be in vain. She had despaired of ever getting it off by pulling, and was seriously considering
taking the child to a tinsmith, when

the doorbell rang. By this time Larry
had stopped crying and with his nattral curiosity ran to the door to see
who was there. It proved to be the
milkman, who, after doubling up
with laughter, used his strong hands
Page 22

ice.” He looked down at the body
and swallowed, “But I guess it was
a pretty ugly way to die.”
He turned to the young man into
whose arms Gregory had run, “It’s
a good thing you came back when
you did, young Leemy. Is the sheriff
coming?”

“T been trying to tell you, Elmer.
The sheriff said he caught the escaped convict half an hour ago!”
e

TIMES
(Continued

THE

APPOINTMENT

(Continued from Page 11)

Gregory. They hit him until he fell
to the ground, and then they kept
on beating him. They kicked him
in the head and in the back. At first
he tried to protect himself, but after
a time he lay passively, taking the
beating with low moans.
Elmer Jerkins was the first to
notice that Gregory lay strangely
limp. He fought those men off who
still wanted to do violence to the
body. He knelt and examined it. The

e

e

CHALLENGE
from

Page

US

4)

If communism is to be stopped,
the younger generation must do the

stopping. We must be trained to
stop this, not only militarily and
physically, but morally as well. If
we continue to omit religion in our
education, how can we be expected
to halt the fanatics of Red Com-

munism? We will become like the
inhabitants of ancient Rome when
their civilization was threatened by
the barbarians, morally bankrupt.
The youth who are the law breakers
cannot be expected to champion the
cause of freedom and of God. We
cannot stop the religion of communism without a religion of our own.
The times challenge us, they are
critical, and their tasks are great.
Physical, mental, moral strength can
be victorious.
@

SOME

the pan refused to come off! Larry

fear,

save for the wind.
“I guess we just did a public serv-

ON TO INDIANAPOLIS

SIX.

and

the dusty street. Elmer stood up and

@

@

CHANGES

(Continued from Page 11)

go in to make up the life of a service
man. Without such discipline you
wouldn’t get your job done of winning the peace.
Perhaps now you will have a little
better attitude towards military life
even taking into consideration the
long hours of drill. It can be an ad-

venture of meeting new friends, and
seeing new places. Discipline can aid
you in obeying the rules of life.
Looking towards the future, I may
be in your same

situation,

that is, if

they decide to draft women.
The Exponent

STROLLING

THE CAMPUS

By Tula Vardalides

@ What a

life!

Here it is the last issue of the
Exponent and we still haven’t finished that short story we promised
Bro. Tom a year ago. Instead we've
decided to have a little chat with
you just to reminisce over the happenings of the past year. So please
pardon this old softie for feeling a
little sentimental and bear with us
for a while.
No matter how many hard knocks
you've had you still have to admit
that it has been a pretty wonderful
year. Of course, there were those

days when you couldn’t find a park-

ing space or those other days when
you couldn’t get the car out of the
lot. (Those cars must be awfully
romantic, the way they snuggle so
closely together.) But then there
were days like the first warm, exhilarating spring day when you tossed
your winter woolens deep into the
darkest corner of your closet and
silpped into some cool refreshing

us stop and grin. For instance, Marty Youngerman figuring out her
wedding date during class; Nick
DeMartino getting “wounded” at

Valley Forge (he nicked his ankle

on his way to New York); Tom
Walsh spraying everyone with beer

when he threw a full bottle out the
window on the Pennsylvania Turnpike; and Lou Garringer always
bragging about his cute red-headed
wife. Then there’s Pete Lui who
gained a great deal of popularity
when he turned up “loaded” in New
York just when everyone was getting
flat broke. And after traveling half
way around the world, who should
tap his shoulder on Times Square?

cottons. The tennis courts beckoned
and you were off.
The campus scene brightened up
immediately — picturesquely,
we
mean. Intellectually — well, when
you feel that warm spring breeze
blow across your brow during a
class and you hear the cheerful
voices of your friends joking outside — need we say more? Definitely
the intellect was not stimulated.
Of course, the dances and the parties were loads of fun — the ones
you can remember. Somehow they
seem more enjoyable now than they
did at the time. Lakeside begins to
feel like home by the time spring
rolls around and Wampler’s is beginning to pall a little, too. Most
people are looking forward to the
changes summer vacation will bring.

No one but his brother-in-law who
had just arrived from Honolulu.
‘There’s nothing like traveling ten
thousand miles just to see your relatives, is there, Pete?

How

well

we

remember

Tony

Kramer standing on Times Square
taking in the sights (especially the
“dime-a-dance” joints); Lou Goetz
trying to get his car filled for the
trip back; and the seemingly million
steps in Madison Square Garden.
Yes, that trip to New York really
stands out in the experiences of the
year. There are a thousand memories of it tucked in our mind, but—

gee—we're getting off the track!
Here we would like to pause and
thank those fellows who sent us that

vestigate” each and everyone of you
thoroughly but unfortunately that

would

take

quite a bit of time,

which, incidently, we don’t happen
to have right now.
Your letter has been circulated
among those concerned with writing
about activities on the campus. Unfortunately we are few in number
and we don’t get around as much as
we'd

like,

so,

of course,

the thanks of the rest, and we thank

Bro. Tom for bearing with naughty
us this past unfortunate year. What
patience that man has!
To all you seniors we bid a fond
farewell. We'll miss you. Good luck
and God bless you.
‘Thanks to all those who missed us
last issue and were kind enough to
mention

it. Gee,

we

didn’t

We

hate

to blow

But

you

can

page

see

“charming” fan letter a few weeks

On

ago. Honestly, we would like to “in-

There’s no more

May, 1951

again

we

know

you cared. Have a wonderful summer, everyone. Don’t work too hard.
Enjoy yourselves and look for us
next year. Toodle-ooo.

recall

back

don’t

Now, here comes the sad part . . .
We hate to do this but we really
must say so long. You can’t get rid
of us that quick, though. First, we
offer our apologies to all those whose
feelings we hurt on these pages. We
really didn’t mean to. We accept

certain incidents that always make

Thinking

we

know everyone and everything that’s
going on. As we’ve mentioned before we would appreciate a little information on your part. It’s really
very simple; just leave a note in the
Exponent office or yell at us in the
hall. That letter received was a step
in the right direction and we appreciate it. We bow our heads in shame
and promise you that next year —
time permitting — we will try to do
better to please you.

twenty-three.
space
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NPUSD
@ We can’t let the seniors leave
without foretelling a future for them
with hopes that they will live long
and be happy.
Looking twenty years ahead, (and
that’s nothing for such snoops)
here’s the picture for 1971:
First of all, the “Confirmed Bachelor Society, Inc.,” has grown to un-

dreamed heights and charter members Mike

Hennessey,

Bill Saelzler,

Johnny Callahan, Bob Lehner, Bob
Bruggeman and Bill Herlihy are optimistic and feel the nationwide enthusiasm will increase even more.

‘The

United

Nations

has

just

elected a new president and by unanimous decision James Gilvary was
given the post. However, by now,
things are a little different. That
beautiful new U.N. building in New
York is now a rooming house for
political science majors with Gilvary
as proprietor. Never has any trouble
collecting rent, we hear.
New York, by the way, is being
overrun with a crime syndicate
which is unparalleled in the history
of the city. Citizens live in terror
of the menace and the name of the
ringleader,

Eddie

Peguillan,

at the

Ned

NUT-URS
Cofer,

Jimmy

Farrell,

Jim

Walsh and Boom Beck are now on
the top floor in New York’s Schubert
Alley (play producers, for ye unlearned) and when they get finished
sweeping it they can go home for
the day.
Mayor Kilbane had just proclaimed “National Laugh Week”
in
Cleveland during which he will
tour the city every day bestowing
good cheer. Kilbane had been in
office for the last fifteen years and
Cleveland is known as “America’s
perfect city” and the citizens are
constructing a monument
to _ his
honor. By means of the “Spoils”
system, several former classmates are
in office there, too. Jock Cleary is
chief of the recreation office. (He
sits all day and watches the children
play.) Frannie Quinn is head of the
office of reconciliations — he solves

all difficulties and settles arguments

and hasn’t lost a tooth yet. Mr.
Csizma is the city’s greatest manufacturing magnate and guess what
he produces? . . . . e — boards!
Schu Montgomery always did like
horses and now he’s realized the
answer to his prayers . . . next week
in the “Kentucky Derby” he’ll make
a debut as jockey. Incidentally, the
horse he'll be riding is “Plug” owned by Jim Kennedy.

super press agent, Frank Rozzanno.
New
Register
we hear
Buchner
job, too.

co-managers of Standard
company here in Dayton
are Roy Begley and Lou
and they're doing a fine

Jacqueline Pohl has had a hard
time of it. Years ago, she didn’t
make out so well in her interviewing
and now is merely a clothes collector
for Goodwill Industries. Doesn’t
that get a little tiresome after twenty
years?

Washington preparing welcoming
ceremonies for First Military Lady of
the Land, Amy Niedecken, who has

returned from successful missions in

far flung parts of the world. Miss

Niedecken, who speaks seventeen
languages, says military life is tops.
‘That face you’ve seen pasted
billboards all over the country
course Joyce Rhoades. (By the
that’s Jim you see doing the
ing. )

over
is of
way,
past-

The recent violent outbreak of
juvenile delinquency all through the
country was reportedly due to the
appointment of Miss Virginia Mac-

Millan (Mac) to the post of national director. Miss MacMillan
“Aw, let the kids play!”

says,

mere mention, brings looks of fear
and cold sweat breaks out on every
brow. He has successfully foiled all
attempts of the F.B.I. and_ local
police who are now virtually helpless against the power of the organization. Some say the “Brains” of the
outfit is one James Gibbons, alias
Buddy, but no one has seen him to
make identification. Two of his associates, Chick Walters and Bob Linden, have Long Island under their
thumbs and reign undisturbed.

Now that prohibition has set in
again (those d - - - Republicans)
the most popular English professor
in the country is Robert B. Hoff,
B.A. M.A, LL.D. Ph.D., whose
country home in Connecticut houses
more than first editions. Things
be“gin” in the basement.

Just think — it all started with

of a movie magazine and there was

making pills in Alumni Hall, and
now Floyd Begin cures all — as
head of the Mayo Clinic.

“The Eyes” Montag, now the current idol of female movie-goer.s And

on your toes “We Apologize” and
for now, “So Long, It’s Been Good

they say the success is all due to his

‘To Know
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While passing a magazine stand,
there was a familiar face on the cover

Just nominated as the professional
hobo of the year is Bob Millard . . .
(and he always looked so nice at
school!) .
Mary Ann Hess can’t leave the old
place. She’s still collecting tuition on
the hilltop and is in line for treasurer’s position.
Just as a parting note, we want to
wish you as much happiness and suc-

cess as you can possibly find. Old KK
will miss you, and if we ever stepped
Ya.”

The Exponent

Campus Interviews on Cigarette Lests
Number 8...THE BALTIMORE ORIOLE

‘A dOnt
go for a wild

pitch!”

Ci
man on the baseball nine, this slugger doesn’t like to reach
for “em... wants it right over the plate. And that’s the way he
likes his proof of cigarette mildness! No razzle-dazzle “quick-puff”

NS /

tests for him. No one-whiff, one-puff experiments. There’s
one test, he’s discovered, that’s right down the alley!
It’s the test that proves what cigarette mildness really means,

THE SENSIBLE TEST ... the 30-Day Camel Mildness Test,
simply

asks you to try Camels

as a steady smoke—on

More

People Smoke

Camels

than any other cigarette!

a

CROCE QHALATY

which

pack-after-pack, day-after-day basis. After you’ve enjoyed
Camels—and only Camels—for 30 days in your “T-Zone”
(T for Throat, T for Taste), we believe you'll know why...

